There sat Silas and Miranda, 

Thinking of the days gone by. ~ 

Said he, “Dearie don't be weary, you 
were always bright and oherry 


But a tear, dear, dims your oye," 
Said she, “They're tears of gladnesi 
Silas, they're not tears of sade 

ness : 
It is fifty years today | 


_ were wod ; 
Zhen the old man's d 
And his stern old he 
As he turn'd to he: 

Put on your old 
luc rib 


